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for Carrie 


Location, Location, Location 


The astronomer said the 
Earth was in the 

outer spiral arm 

of the Milky 

Way, 


in the remotest 
region of the galaxy, 


that if the system 
of our sun 
were in the centre, 


we'd have known an 
array 

of sentient beings, 
planets 

swelling with life, 

a merging of the 
worlds, 


and it was then I 
understood 


that all the other stars 
must be gratefu/— 


for us being 

where we are, 

that they'll never 
respond to our signals— 


no matter the 
frequency, 


they'll regard 
our silly probes 
as junk and spam, 


the equivalent 
of a vacuum-cleaner 
salesman, 


the one with 
the pointed head 
and seven arms, 


who promises 

a clean 

that you’ve never 
seen before. 


Doggerel, or Today’s Writing Prompt 


No poet wants to sit in 
front of spotless, virgin paper. 


You suggest I try a prompt, 
a word to incite 
my supposed “genius.” 


I tell you I abhor them: 
that fruit and sky 

and the pitter-patter 
steps of the schnauzer 


are lame to the greatest 
degree, 


that the snowstorm’s 
polar bear 

is preferrable to me, 
over the haiku 

I said I’d do: 


Hi Koo, 
whatcha been 
up to? 


But on this I won’t be 
stumped— 


I’ll give you what you 
want, my love: 


my doggerel 
concerning prompt— 
on time and punctual— 


we can keep inspire 
for another 
muse-less day: 


the morning which 
you won't have gotten 
dressed, our inhaling 
coffee’s steam 

while it’s been raining, 


that the lingerie 
you re wearing 
turns me on— 


no, not for sex— 
SOrry, 


I mean the red 

and gaping spaces 

of your lace, 

recalling our Aoney- 
moon, where we fixed our 
squinting eyes 

upon the stars, 


no thumping in our 
chests, no sweat in 
the summer night, 


just the quelling 
of our voices 
and the cicadas’ 
symphony— 


an occurrence 
I never wrote of 
until this very 

empty moment. 


Nine 


There’s a beauty to our numbers 
that I note with admiration: 


the shape of cipher 6 
and its curving, crescent close; 


8, with its weaving, double loop 
that skaters strive and scratch to mimic; 


3, and its ability to complete, 
to divide as trilogy, to manifest 
as Trinity; 


1 which finds the wholeness 
in /tse/f never wishing to flee 
its core or essence, 

for the sake of multiplying: 


One times one times one 
will always equal one. 


2 is the sum of love 

and the most romantic of all 

our digits, 

and in terms of teaching math, 

it gives a break to all our children: 


Two times two Is four, 
and the answer’s the same 
when adding. 


7 is Biblical, 

the week for God’s creation, 
the length of telling tales 

of Harry Potter, 

of Narnia, 

the complement of 12. 


5, the Books of Moses, 

the fingers and thumb 

on our hands, 

giving us ability, 

the gift of grasp 

and molding, making shapes 
from slabs of clay. 


4, a pair of couplets, 

the voice of poems 

and song, the rhythm 
and march of the saints. 


Yet when I come to number 9, 
my spirit starts to sink: 


it has such /ofty expectations, 
aspiring to reach new levels, 
only to fall so painfully short— 


missing the mark of 10 

by just a meagre, single stroke; 
always being known for 
“almost there”; 
remembered for the glory 
it could have gained 

but never got, 

its cousins— 

19, 49, 69— 

bearing the brunt 

of all its failings. 


99 is but a stepping stone, 

a grating /apse towards 100, 

a number we only watch while it rolls, 
a humble countdown to celebration, 
unable to give us merit on its own. 


I spent all of 99 
yearning for 2000, 
anticipating a new millennium, 


the fears, excitement 
we thought awaited us 
in a dawning, changing world, 


never enjoying the year for what it was, 
practicing the writing 
of an exotic date— 


January 1, 2000 


and eager to see 
the masthead of that early morning 


paper, 


ridding myself of the nines 
that only accentuate defeat, 


thinking I'll pass some kind of threshold, 
a singing, flowered archway 

bidding come, enter, 

leave what troubles you 

behind. 


A Place Beneath the Water 


We drive to the beach 

the day you're released 
from the hospital, 

the pills afloat in your glass 
currently a memory 

taken by tides; 


and I suggest a brief, brisk swim 
in cleansing waves, 

to wash the stress 

from your battered mind, 

and you strip-down rather hastily, 
splash about as a child might, 

as you did when you were a girl, 


and I lose sight of you 

in a panic of thirty seconds, 

as you submerge your head 
and hold your breath 

for a protracted half-a-minute, 
attempting to touch 

that part of yourself 

where the air cannot reach 
nor light tell the world 

what you’ve hid. 
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Franklin, 2.0 


It’s only the beholder’s 
eye, you've said, 
that makes you 
do the things you do— 


giving an appellation 

to every roach 

that’s crossed your path, 
believing they'll 

inherit the Earth; 


every cavity in the corner 

with a piece of camembert— 
nota single trap in sight. 

A mouse deserves much better 
than processed cheese. 


We thought you mad 
when you spurned each 
opportunity— 


to rid the rooms of 


spiders, the eggs of 
brown recluse, 
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that venom’s miscon- 
strued, like the snake’s 
out in the desert of 
New Mexico, 

where you hugged 
every cactus like a 

cat. 


The spawn of every 

fly you’d dubbed Mag- 
nificent, said the rat 
was just a chipmunk 

in our scraps— 

that fleas were entertainers, 
jumping like acro- 
bats. And the creatures 
of the night? Their bite 
just means //ove you, 
which you uttered 

in the halls of junior 
high, to the girl 

who called you gross, 
disgusting, a zit face 

to the max, 
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that day you 

came out of the rain, 
head and shoulders 
slumped like letter f, 
hands and mouth of 


mud from kissing worms. 
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Love Poem 


You ask me to write 

a love poem 

so I jot down 40-0— 
second set—Djokovic 
being an ass 


on the grass at 
Wimbledon. 


You want something 
that closes 

with a kiss. I respond 
with an ode 

to a fish, 


how the hook tore 
a crevice in its lips, 
like a bite 

on the mouth 
from a sado- 
masochist. 


You lament that 
rhyme is dead, 
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that cadence 
has crashed 
off a cliff, 

into the river’s 
alliteration, 


already /ittered 

with the valentines 

I gave you, 

the ones on which 

I only signed my name, 
that I should have 
struck through a// 

the cheesy quatrains, 
the lines of moon 

and swoon, that no, 
nothing goes with love 
on a Hallmark Card; 


the dove with an 
olive in its mouth— 
not the branch of 
idyllic peace— 

just the fruit, 
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the one that makes us 
wince 

whenever hidden 

in the wilt of 

leafy lettuce, 


beneath the weight 
of crumbled feta, 


browning from its 
age 

like the celery 
that’s been cut 

to fractured hearts, 


bleeding on our 


tongues amid the 
bitter vinaigrette. 
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Prodigal Planet 


No one 

cast us from Eden. 
Neither your deity 
nor his lethargic 
cherubim, 


sword aflame 
to bisect us 
fallen sinners, 


despite his 

soaring ennui— 
that comes from six- 
thousand years 

of inaction. 


We agree 

the bankers 
raped the hills 
of lungful trees, 


we should have left 


each dinosaur 
intact below the ground, 
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that every chicken 
in its cage 

has the right to 
retain its eggs— 
her eggs, I add. 


Tell me that your 
cat and dog 

are things without a 
soul. 


Explain to Tanzania 
that the surge is 
just coincidence, 
that it’s merely 

the samsara 


of deadly drought 
and flood; 


that the glaciers 
took an untimely 
coffee break, 
they'll be back 

in time for closing: 
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the day we find 
ourselves neck- 
deep in swelling ocean, 


our neighbour 
in a dinghy, 


waving as he 
passes, 


on his merry 
way to tequila 
now that happy 
hour’s come. 
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My Obligatory Poem About Sex 


I’ve squandered my 

gift of voice. 

Not that it’s anything 
special, but if | would’ve 
worked hard enough, 

I might have been able to 
sing to a sea of sefioras, 
swaying with their 
lighters in the dark, 

to a ballad as good as 
Mandy or Yesterday. 


My fingers 

haven't lived to their 

potential. I could have gave you 
Bach—as no one’s ever 
rendered; an Elton 

John in the making, 

Your Song really 

yours. 


My heart has never 
pounded as it should’ve, 
for the girl in 

eleventh grade, 

in the halls of ’81, 
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So sorry, [just don’t 
feel the same for 
you, just ahead of it’s 
not you, it’s me. 


My eyes didn’t 

open when you beckoned, 
two decades after that. 

I had my stories to 

write, of people who 

leapt from their windows— 


on a sunny, Tuesday 
morning. I’ll have time 
for love 

when calamity is 

no more. 


And yes, it never really 
ends: 


Why have ears 

when I cannot hear the 
timbre of your speech— 
if you don’t moan 

my nickname 

in the dusk? 
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What use 

are my arms 

if I'll never-ever 
carry you as 

I might’ve? 


And tell me why 
have the giver of seed 


when your legs 

are locked together, 
alone in a forlorn 
bedroom 


more than a thousand 


miles away 
from my arousal? 


Ze 


Cassandra’s Paradox 


Do you really want to live forever? 
—Alphaville, Forever Young 


I’ve always found it 
odd 

that immorality 
and immortality 
are very nearly 

the same. 


I think a preacher 
once said 

the difference is 
the cross of 
Christ. 


Apparently 
you can’t be both— 


it’s either 
have the time 
of your fragile life 


or be penitent 

and pouting, 

your eyes on the 

tantalizing 

prize— 23 


of blesséd, eternal 
bliss, denying yourself 
of the sex you might 
have had, outside your 
loveless marriage, 


of all the carousals 
you missed out 
on, 


not the horses 

forever spinning, 

that lift you up and down, 
that’s another 

bemusing word: 


the carousel 

you took your son and 
daughter on, 

in the days before 

you lost them 


to gin and fentanyl, 
when you lap-danced 
on the fellow from 
Children’s Aid, 
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quoting his anomalous 
Messiah 

who had cited the 

Holy Scripture— 

let us eat, drink, and be merry, 
for tomorrow we 

fucking die. 
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Humidex 54 


We hear it’s getting 
hotter, our eyes that look 
to the atmosphere alight; 


our star’s becoming brighter 
we surmise, though it isn’t even 
half-an-inch 

closer than before. We can’t see 
the carbon filling 

skies like lungs with smoke. 


There was a time 

the fires were small: 
to cook a trout, 

to keep from 

being co/d in 

the coal of 

night. Now, B.C. 

is ablaze, and another 
starlet’s mansion 

is consumed. 


It could be worse, you say— 
we could be pilgrims 

doing circles 

down in Mecca, 
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robed from head to foot, 
or roofers hauling shingles 
in our sweat, 

the streams of which 

taste bitter 

like Deadest Sea, 


when blinding sun 

and sorrow are the same, 
brothers of another 
mother 


when all beneath the surface 
comes to burn—water then coral 
then fish— 


when all around us 
swirls like a malted 
shake, loosened 

in the melt, 


frothing like a madman 

in the clouds, a wave that’s 
run amok 

and drowning millions. 


Zi 


Dinosaurs or If It Weren't for Adolf Hitler 


I owe my grand 
existence 

to a jagged 
asteroid— 


to a circle 

that surrounds 
the Yucatan, 
the crater of 
Chicxulub; 


to all the fossils 
who didn’t adapt, 
had failed 

to be the fittest 
when it mattered. 


I would surely 

not be alive 

if not for Hitler, 

my father staying 

put in a German town, 
my mother in a village 
of Ukraine, 

never crossing paths 
in an English class, 
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in a London 
of another sort. 


I have always 

hated Hitler 

for Holocaust, 
Dresden but a cinder 
because of Aim and 
his paintings spurned, 
Europe a steaming 
rubble felling millions. 


My Italian friends 

don’t realize 

if it wasn’t for 

Mussolini, they’d have never 
cried at birth. 


Look at Hiroshima 
standing tall—unscorched 
by Enola Gay, 

half a billion 

people that come and 

go, the interchange of 
faces, the names that 
disappear with sleight 

of hand, 


replaced by happy 
children 
we'll never know. 


We are ultimately 
born of tragedy: 


the driver just 

ahead 

taking the impact 
nearly mine, 
surviving by the 

Juck of a random turn. 


You say your 

baby owes her breath 
to a brutal rape, 
your dog no 

longer there 

because the first 

to tame a wolf 

had lost a hand 

to a famished bear— 
forty thousand years 
before the Christ. 
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This isn’t just an 
anthem of the past— 
watch the ro// 

of future dice, their 
crash against the wall: 


the ocean- 

dweller creeping 
from the shore, 

the silence of the land, 
absent of beast 

and man, 


eyeing remnants 
of a city 

long extinct, 
grateful that we’ve 
finally disappeared, 
its initial step 

like a human’s 

on the moon, 

still rising 

on the drapes 

of burning sky, 

a ball of 
nonchalance, 

its face of bleached 
indifference. 
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Exhalation 


Breath is the bridge which connects life 
to consciousness, which unites 
your body to your thoughts. 

—Thich Nhat Hanh 


My muses 
must have fled from me 
before my coffee fix, 


in the crash 
of afternoon, 
my pages white and naked, 


in clamour that 
comes from nothing, 


leaving me feeling 
foiled, unable to pen 
my poem. 


I opt instead for 
inertia, open windows 
bringing breezes 

from the west, 
sibilating 

stories of the sphere, 
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wind that carries 
exhalation 

from workers in the 
field, who groan 
while bending backs 
and picking rice; 


from mothers 

in their push 

to birth their babes, 
and the cries that come 
the moment 

they emerge: 

cords cut, bottoms 
slapped with care; 


from orations 

from the senates 

of the world; 

the homilies of 

the holy; the prayers 
of all devout; 


from the schoolboy 
spouting love 
into the ears of 
his first crush; 
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an alcoholic’s 
song of rote 

into a stumbling, 
crooked night; 


the death-bed gasps 
of the sick and grey 
in the seconds 
before they die; 


from a waitress 

and her drag 

on cigarette, 

in her too-short break 
from servitude; 


from all the creatures 

of the forests 

of the earth, 

the hunters and their prey, 
the yelps and screams 

of the kill; 


by the will 
of currents, carried, 
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co-mingled in jet- 
stream, 


abating breath 
that lightly ruffles 
the adjacent 


chimes and sheers. 


Poetry, it heaves. 


This 
Is poetry. 
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Subterfuge 


The tooth you lost 
was from the peanut 
brittle, from ignoring 
your dentist’s 

advice; 


the Ray-Bans 

in the rain 
because your eyes 
had cataracts— 
suddenly, at thirty 
years of age; 


the bruises on your 
arms from being 
clumsy, 

lamenting you never 
moved the footstool 
when you should have, 


tripping onto 
hardwood 

like a tipsy 
Dick Van Dyke, 
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without a carpet 
to cushion the 
fall, ahusband 
lost in slumber 
in your bed— 


a boxer 

once again, /anding 
lefts and rights 

in ardent dreams. 
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Profanity 


You'd never sworn before 
in your sheltered life, 

no matter the pain 

from the hammer on your 
thumb; 

the dolts who 

cut you off 

in daily traffic; that time 
you dropped the roses 

on the floor—splash of water 
and splintered vase. 


You've never uttered 

the Name of the Lord 

in vain, never added Murphy— 
or Mary and Joseph too; 


never snuck in scheisse/— 
even when apropos, 

never taking a chance 

that there’s a German 
within an ear-shot; 


and you've never 
used the expletive 


preceding the word off 
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So please pardon 
my surprise, my 
utter astonishment, 
when you flinched 
after that first 

taste of beer, 


on the patio 

at the club, 
saying—very audibly— 
it’s piss warm, 


akin to a colour 
in the rainbow, 
its arc toward 
the ground, 


the relief you feel 
when you've waited so 
long on the highway, 
encircled by 

squalling sirens in the 
sun, 


unable to think 

of anything else, 

even with the vehicle ahead 
all aflame. 
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Medusa 


I never knew how 
lovely your hair was, 
until you cut 

it off in spite. 


I would have 
slipped the sweeper 
a fifty behind your 
back 


but it was trash- 
binned in the wink 
of my arrival. 


I gestured 

my forgiveness 
in the salon, 
like some Jesus 
looking down 
from the wood. 


Unlike you, 


they know not 
what they do. 
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Memes, or Now It’s Called Eswatini 


There’s supposedly 
a desk 

at the airport 

in Vienna, 


for travellers 
arriving there 
in err, 


mistaking Austria for 
Australia, 

dressed for the 
desert outback, 


wondering if they’ve 
counterparts 

who’ve made 

a similar blunder, 

traipsing about 

in Sydney, garbed in 
Lederhosen, 

yodelling to the koalas 

and the bobbing kangaroos. 


Then there’s the skier 

and St. Bernard 

who booked a fight 

to Swaziland— 41 


toasting Africans 
with their brandy 
on the runway, 
where they heard 
it hadn’t snowed 
in sixty years. 


But I was the foo/ 
of them all, 
signing up to learn 
some Javanese, 


hoping to land 

my dream job 

in the halls of Zoho Co, 
animate Godzilla 

for the screen, 


or write a poem 
of Nagasaki 


for my students, 


be a turnabout 
Tokyo Rose, 
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tell them all on TikTok 
it’s America who's 
victorious at the end, 


my ignorance a bliss, 
taking the bewilderment 
on their faces 

to be a look of 

wondrous awe, 


each bow 

a reverent blessing 
from the land of 
the rising sun, 


a meagre fifty- 
thousand k’s 
from an island 
near Borneo, 


where, I'll be told, 
they’re still expecting 
my arrival, a limo 

ready to take me 

to wherever I'd like to go. 
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América 


The isthmus 

was the adhesive 
always holding us 
together, 


like fraternal twins 
conjoined, 

locked 

by a crooked rib. 


And though it looked 
quite thin, 

brittle and ready to 
snap, 


the mightiest ships 
of imperial fleets 
could only 

turn away, 


to round Cape 


Horn at a crawl, 
to meet Pacific waves. 
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El Canal de Panama, 
christened in 
"14, 


in the summer 
of the Serbian 
shot. 


Yes, 
this brings us Yen 
and Yuan. 


Yes, 
this hews in half 
the journey. 


But brother, 
earthen-brother, 


your breath 
is not as close, 


and strangers 
sail the space 
between our scars. 


The Good Drunk 


They label you a 
wino, always sottish 
on the street, 
bibulous 

to the brim— 
you've never meta 
vintage 

that you wouldnt 
chug-a-lug. 


But I observe you 
different 
from the rest: 


note you never 
comment harshly 
when you're clearly 
intoxicated, 


a love that bursts 
from the glass, 
blowing kisses 
between the swigs, 


telling the world 
you forgive it, 
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for letting its 
children starve, 


us— 
for the times 
we chuckled loudly: 


at the slur of speech 
and never with it; 


that it’s not the 
alcohol—but 
the grapes, 


the globes 
of sweet and 
purple 

on the vine, 


the trellis 
of leaves 
and their green, 


giving shade from 
summer’s wilt, 

a canopy 

under the rain, 
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the branching 

of its wood 

that speaks of paths, 
to blood 

and carménére, 


the one that leads 
to bounty, toa 
Saviour’s cup of 
blessing— 


in its twisted, 
thorn-less way, 
that pleads 
youre beautiful. 
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Embryonics 


Potential 
is overrated. 


It’s the flip- 
side of what is 
possible, 

the call of 

tails and heads; 


looking so 
pendulous— 
leaving you 
embittered 
by its dangle. 


It’s the fetus 

in the womb that 
might have made it— 
lostin a tumble 
down the stairs. 


It births your 
feeling guilty, 

for failing 

to make the grade, 
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for bringing forth 
your parents’ 
disappointment, 
forever shrouded 
in the umbra 

of another. 


It’s the tease of 
what-can- be— 
if the ducks 

are all aligned, 
at a carnie’s 
game of chance; 


the fifty-fifty 
pluck 

of she loves me, 
loves me not; 


the toss of 

luck and sevens, 
the dots of their 
constellations, 


overlooking pines 
that scale the sky, 
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as if they long 
to kiss the stars; 


or the poem which 
craves to lift itself 
to reach 

the crescent moon, 


rest its weary 
hat upon its hook. 
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The Visionary, or Another Pop-up Ad 


With Veed, they say, 
you can eradicate 
uhmand uf, 

rid yourself of /ike 
so you'll be sounding 
unlike a tween. 


They’re not the only 

app that does it, 

they’ve all sprung up 

like weeds, their sun- 

like yellow florets 

vow to excise 

“filler” words— 

so your podcasts 

will be grand, professional, 
pristine in clarity; 


your speeches 

to be lauded 

by the masses, 

wishing they could ta/k 
as well as you. 


Then there’s the candidate 
for office, 
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leaving just the promises 
intact, unaware the nuggets 
of his monologue 

are precisely 

oohs and ahs— 


that if these 

were the only survivors, 
he’d be hailed 

for being honest, genuine, 
the progenitor of his kind, 


expositors in the 

future 

wondering How 

he became so profound, 
a 21st-century Proust, 


a minimalist Rousseau 
and JFK, insightful 
in every breath, 


the gift to 
generations 
who will follow, 
the dawn 
of a brand-new tongue. 
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TL;DR, or Too Long; Didn’t Read 


I’ve always found it hard 
to keep abreast 

of every acronym, ones 
running rampant 

on my social media feeds, 
and in texts that come 
from the poets 

on their phones. 


It started with 

Laugh Out Loud, 

an LOL 

that was really rather 
easy, even for a dimwit 
such as me; 


the surprise of 
OMG and WTE 


but when | first saw 
FTW, I was thinking 
Fuck The What, 
which made no sense 
at all— 
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before you 

came and told me 

For The Win 

goes rather nicely, with 
the Greatest Of All Time, 


the GOAT 

for which 

only sports fans 
give a shit. 


It was easy as a kid 
to pretend we're FBI, 


or knocking on a door, 
claiming 

we're the CIA, 
donning raincoats 

and fedoras in the sun; 


and all of us knew 
what NASA was, 
while astronauts 
were bouncing 

on the moon; 
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keeping pace 

in later years 

with every ASAP, SVP— 
adhering to my 
desktop 

via yellow 

sticky notes, 


the BRB of chats 
and communiqués, 


the airplane to 
be landing at 
journey’s end, 
an accurate ETA, 


but as far as 

NRN and TMI, 

I really must confess 
that IDK, 


and TBH, I realize 
that I’m AKA “The Dolt,” 
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which makes me SMH, 
feeling well 
beyond my years, 


that I should seek 
the FAQ 
while no one’s watching; 


and BTW, 
in the future, let’s 
Just Write The Fucking Words— 


or, if you prefer, 
JWTFW, 
you lazy SOBs. 
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Another Good Reason 
Guns Should Be Banned 


Billy Collins 

once complained about 

the ever-barking dog 

that lived next door, spoiling 
a Beethoven symphony. 


It’s one of my favourite 
poems, from 7he Apple 
That Astonished Paris, 
in which he’s grateful 
there isn’t a gun 

inside his house. 


But I would put 

to him and you 

the cat above our flat 
is an even bigger 
pain-in-the-ass, 


that there isn’t even a 
switch for “on and off”— 
being that he never 
shuts up. 
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The cat 

above our ceiling 

must think 

he’s the King of Beasts, 
his loud, emphatic meow! 
like the roar of MGM, 


that it rises over the 
words of KISS’s 
Rock and Roll All Nite, 


as if drummer 

Peter Criss 

had taken his cat-like 
visage too seriously, 


adding caterwauls 

amid the chords, drowning 
all the licks within 

Ace Frehley’s 

scorching guitar, 


Gene Simmons’ 
soaring voice 


in competition— 
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with a cat 

who should be living 
in an alley, 

the one which 

never shuts up, 


and while no one gives 
two shits about 

Paul Stanley, 

he’s nevertheless 

a part of this 

nostalgic, banal track, 


the one | like to hear 
without a feline’s 
accompanying 

cry, as though it’s 

an inherent 

part of the tune; 


that I may in fact 

be wrong about the 
gender, that the poor 
young thing’s in Heat 
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wanting to party 
all through the day, 


switching ro/es 
within the song, perhaps: 


that the cat 

is driven wild 

by Dressed to kill— 
the band’s LP 

from ’75— 


that she will always 
drive me crazy 
whenever I spin 

that wretched record, 


the one that established 
KISS 

as the innovative rockers 
that they were. 


61 


December 


Get the rat’s nest off your head 

Get that crazy-ass mullet off your skull 
Take your ass to the barbershop 

Tell the barber that you Te sick of 
looking like an asshole 


—from Cut the Mullet, by Wesley Willis 


Paul McCartney 
(as well as Linda) 
gave the world 
the mullet. 


It’s a good thing 

that he birthed The 
Beatles first (with a little 
help from his friends). 


But imagine 
if that wasn’t the 


Case: 


that Wings 
was his debut, 
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that the party- 
in-the-back 
and business- 
in-the-front 
was his only 
claim to fame; 


that no one 
gave a fuck 

in ’71, this 
unknown bloke 
from Liverpool, 


singing We’re So Sorry, 
Uncle Albert 

to a hall of fourteen 
kids, 


none of whom 
focused on the song, 
just the asym- 
metrical tresses 

on his head, 


unsuspecting 
it’s all the rage 
in’89, 


63 


teens 

tossing snowballs 

at his skull 

some cold December, 
strolling hand-in-hand 
with his merry wife, 


blaming Aim 

for all their shitty 
yearbook pics, 
frozen in forever, 


angered by his 
absence of remorse, 


his donning a 
Santa’s hat 
to hide the mess, 


that he’s simply 
having a wonderful 
Christmas time, 


to our seething, 
everlasting 


chagrin. 
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And then there’s Sylvia Plath... 


It makes no sense at all that 
Keats and Yeats 
have never rhymed. 


I don’t mean 
that each had never 
used the form in poems, 


I mean the names them- 
selves aren’t what they 
seem to be: 


“Keets” as in meets, 
“Yates” as in mates, 


although neither 

ever met the other, 
they couldn’t have been 
good friends— 

in the English 

sense of the word, 
being a pair of 
generations 

apart. 


Perhaps it’s the 
Anglo/Irish 

dynamic, 

the died-in-his- 

blooming remembrance, 
like a poetry’s Jimmy Dean, 
struck down before his 
prime, 

that draws me to Johnny 
Keats (yes I know it’s James and 
John, but one needs to keep 
the cadence), 


while William 

Butler paraded 

his grey and glasses— 
between the wars 

to end all wars— 


had much better things 
to write of 

than Grecian Urns, 

an unrequited 


love, for instance, 
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a Maud that rhymes 
with God— 


no-no, 

not Monsieur 
Rimbaud, he’s a 
beast of another 
kind, 


a poet ina class 
of his own, whose name 
isn’t apropos, 


except to say that Le, 

like Keats and Dean and Plath, 
knew when to cash the 

chips, 


forever be 
forever young. 
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The Vortex 


I swear our dryer 
is a portal 
to an unseen universe— 


and yes, I’m 

cognizant 

of the millions 

who've a/so made this 
claim, about their clunky, 
thieving Whirlpool, 


that it feasts 

on single socks, 
pushing them through 
the threshold, 

before accruing 

the smallest hole, 

for the simple 
pleasure to vex; 


that there’s no hint 
of originality 

in this riddle, 

that the Tardis 

of Dr. Who 

has heard it all. 
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But let’s take a 
naked step, 
into the abyss 
of polyester, 


of cotton that’s been 
plucked, of a wool! 
the sign ofa 
shepherd, 


wonder if they ever 
commiserate, 

are missing their life-long 
mates, complain the 
Rapture’s gone awry— 


where the one of 
two is chosen, 
the other left 
behind, 


and see which of them 
is worthy, for the 
nail-scarred foot 

of Christ, 
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or maybe 

it’s the fairy 

tale before us 

all this time, 
fitting like a glove, 


that it will take 

a cosmic eon 

to resolve, 

a line-up of a trillion, 


each one 

trying to slide into 
the slipper of 
Cinderella, 


stretching to 


enshroud her 
lovely toes. 
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Hunger, or the Snack of John the Baptist 


If anyone needs me, I’m 
locked behind my laptop— 
obsessively scrawling 
absurdist shit. 


It’s not that I don’t 

have anything better to do— 
but rea/ly, is vacuuming 

that important to our feet? 


Going out for a loaf of bread 
super-critical to 

our survival? And do I honestly 
need the milk to wash it down? 


The best poems, I’ve heard, 
are the ones in which 
you're starving, with only a 
glass of water to keep you 
going till it’s done; 


the bugs around your shoes 
that seem to tempt you 

for a minute, wondering 

how they’d taste if dipped in 
honey, the jar you forgot to get 
while at the grocer’s 

a month ago. 
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A Lesson in French History, 
or Otzi the Iceman 


You can have your cake 
and eat it too—by making 
a second cake, 


one that always remains 
inside the freezer, like a 
mummified, ice age man— 


to be discovered in 

a thousand years, should 
your electric bill be paid 
without a pause, 


and if your great- 
great-great-great- 
grandson (yes, I know 

it’s not great enough, 

but do you really 

want to see the word 
typed out some 40 times?) 


finally thaws 


the slab of 
gateau, 
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will he hand it over to 
science, above the /oaf 
which crumbles to nothing 
after 80, 90 years? 


Saying Otzi 

was a Frenchman 

who had wandered from his 
land, blinded by the white- 
on-white of blizzards, 


that Marie Antoinette 

was his frozen-hearted 
descendant? Fond of vanilla 
icing? 


That she was not 
as cruel and callous as we 
thought? Knowing baguettes 
would fail to last 
to the very end; 
offered the eternal sweet of 
velvet for her peasants? 
Its richness in every layer 
like the strata beneath 
the hills of gay Paris? 
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Woman, or Incongruity 
one 


Your mother was alluring in the nude. 
I say this because her photo album 
was left upon the table. Did shyness 
overcome her when she 

picked up the pics at the Fotomat? 


We are the only creatures, clothed. 
The others haven’t a stitch 
and we say we are enlightened? 


All of us are naked in the shower. 
I don’t mean at once, in the same stall. 
Just the thought will make us wince. 


Back to the earlier point 

about the clothing. 

Do the children who sew for a pittance 
make it sanctified? 

Was the cotton picked to the lash 

the sign of some godly purity? 
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two 


You are the one whom God 

should have made in the beginning. 
A more admirable name 

for each animal, 


winding in a way 

that only a river 

and a woman possibly can, 
the curves of breasts 

and hips, 


someone the Lord 

would not have said no to 
regarding what’s in- 
between the leaves— 


a fruit 

no tree of knowledge 
can ever take from you 
again. 
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three 


I pluck the olives from the salad 
and that makes it less than Greek. 
I retain the blocks of feta 

and consider German-/Jew. 

It’s been an oxymoron 

since nineteen-thirty-three. 


Bring me beer from Bavaria 
and hot latkes from the slum. 
I'll gladly prove what cannot 
go together. 


A frown is a smile 
standing on its head. 


Feet are a pair of hands 
unwilling to clasp in prayer. 


Toes are cognisant 


that fingers are more lovely— 
so they never stretch for the sky. 
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Unable to grant any light of its own, 
the moon is but a mirror for the sun 


in which to worship its own reflection. 


What is ugly, anyway? 
Is it the absence of beauty 
or too much of it all at once? 
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Hippies 


We evolved, we like to state, 
since the days we fell from highs, 


fled our bareness 
and our beads, 


sat at home 

instead of marching, 
pumped our cars 
with fossil fuels, 


became 
the 9-to-5-ers 
we'd disdainfully despised, 


never glancing at the homeless 
that we claim we never see, 
the ones who always 

make us feel discomfort, 

while lounging on our sofas, 
while the world’s 

about to blast to smithereens; 


and the more things remain 
the same, the more we say 


we changed them. 
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Jesse Suicide 


It’s the fullness 
worse than hunger, 
that ends in 
throwing up; 


the itch 

more awful 

than pain—the red 
from scratch and 
blood; 


it’s when losing’s 
more searing 
than winning, 
the drunk of 
could-have-been. 


It’s when living 

is grimmer 

than death, 

hovering above the 
ellipse, where heaven 
is hotter than 

hell. 
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It’s the heart- 
beat from a kiss 
you never got, 
from the one 

in 7 grade, 


the despair 
when you're 
rejected, 

feel the stake 
inside your chest; 


the smack 

upon a corpse 
which causes envy, 
the coffin 

much softer 

than your bed, 


where every 

dream’s a nightmare, 
a ghost more 
corporeal 

than flesh; 
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a smirk the 
mortician crafted— 
broader than your 
smile ever was. 
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You’re An Asshat 


You can’t blame 
autocorrect 
for this one, 


the slip ofa 
buttered finger, 


the glasses 

that you got 

and weren't used 
to, 


the thesaurus 
that gave the 
terribly wrong 
term, 


the siren 

from the street 

that startled you, 
causing you to send 
before you fixed it, 
thinking someone’s 
just been murdered, 
for the want of a better 
word. 
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“google it” 


When you asked me for 
the best Italian bistro 
in this city, I answered 
google it. 


That day on the beach, 
as you peered into the 
murk of knee-deep 
water, you asked me if it 
was Safe to swim in, 

and I responded google 
it. 


Dalini's had a slew of 

great reviews—its ambience, 
its al dente and 

pinot noir, its well-earned 
Michelin stars; 


while the lake 

had tested positive 

for bacteria, the kind 
that makes you sick, 
and I was relieved to 
stop our plunge 

in a matter of moments, 


singing the praise 
of the county's 
daily testing 
regimen. 


I reply to your 

every question 

with google it. 

There is nearly nothing 
that the search 
cannot answer— 

and yes, I imagine 
you think me /azy, 
terse, that my lexicon 
is void 

of romantic words. 


But when you ask me 
if | love you 

I say google 

the centipede, 

how it never 

runs out of 

legs, 


84 


google the single 
polar bear on ice, 
never bearing 

to leave it 

until the final 
floe has melted, 


and please goog/e the man 
in Uzbekistan, 

becoming a widower 

at 21, 


never remarried, 

never missed a daily 
graveside visit, 

and when he turned 

one hundred and one, 
worried the world 
would run out of flowers 
before his final, doleful 
kiss upon her name. 
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St. Michael’s Quartet 


The cityscape is 

cracked and bleeding. 

You hear a trumpet 

in the middle of the road 
rage. Panners ask you for 
change. You tell them to fuck 
off. After the fact, you give 

a dollar to one, whisper Jesus 
saves. 
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A puddle reflects the image 

of the light. When a pedestrian 

stomps right through it, 

the rays are eternally gone. 

Your very first thought is 

misanthropic, how someone can 

blot out our star, and then so heedlessly. 
Within seconds, a cloud conceals 

what’s above you, making it 
all-too-human. 
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ili 


This bus, the sound between the 
stops. The pushing in, against. 
There’s nota single space to hide you, 
jostled like a plaything. 

You desperately need to leave, 

before your destination— 


a walk 


so silent 
it is noise. 
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The cemetery’s serene, 

like a proverbial valley 

with sheep. Who is worthy 

to shepherd you, to gently touch you 
with a staff? 


Ravens gather in a conspiracy. 

You were taught that they were 
hideous—their deathly, dissonant voices. 
Your inner child says 

they’re the most beautiful 

of the birds. 


Who can tell her she’s wrong? 
Who can tell her she’s wrong? 
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Serenity 


They say that people 
today 

have abandoned the 
will to endure, 


like ice in the summer sun— 
whenever you're still athirst— 
tossed in the grass 

once the coke’s been 

drunk from the cup, 


that the ground doesn’t say 
that the wait for the water’s 
not worth it, 


that we’ve taken the me/t 
for granted, that our throats 
have yet to be parched 

to the point of death, 


that we’ve never known the 
value of forbearance, 


have never understood: 


the long-suffering 
of our star, 
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its steady ascent of 
steps, 


that it warmed our world 
for a billion years 

‘fore /ife at last 

took hold, 


before an ocean 
had been birthed— 
drop by patient drop— 


knowing genius 
can never be rushed, 


a masterpiece 

be framed 

before the signature 
is dry, 


that a play is never 
finished 
‘til the final curtain call, 


you on the way 
down the stairs, 
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turning the car’s 
ignition without 
delay, 


your engine full of 
petrol from before 
the dinosaurs, 


that decay itself 
can be ravishing, 
wondrous, 


a glory to be 
attained 

if only given the 
time to show us. 


92 


Not Even If I Was the Last Poet on Earth 


This is a pretty 
crummy way to say finis, 


when every lark 
and every oak 
have passed away, 
with the rest 

of our tired clichés: 


The ocean 

and its ships. 
The mountains 
and their snow. 
The poems 
becoming worse 
than even this— 


when the final 

bard on earth 

hasn't a rhyme 

to go with the times— 


waits only for the red 
and swell of Sol, 
a sonnet on the sun 
that swallows every- 
thing in sight: 
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my pen, 
this book, 

the love I vowed 
would de forevermore, 


blinded by the flash 

and burn of light, in the blink 
before the dark 

in which they’re one, 


when promises are 
pitched into the void, 
that we’ve named it 
Space 

for a reason, 


and did you Aonestly 
expect a happy ending? 
What if I shared my joke 
about the chimp 

and flugelhorn? 


What if it actually 


made you laugh? 
What then? 
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